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hour. Boston washed and walked out into
the street, wishing he had breeches and
gaiters too. He felt almost naked in trousers,
but happy.

A man in spectacles and an apron came
out of a saddler's shop. "You're with Mr.
Williams, aren't you, sir ? " He gave him a
short, thick strap. " Tell him that's the best
I can do. Sorry to bother you, but my boy's
gone home for his dinner."

" No trouble at all," said Boston. On the
contrary, he wanted nothing more than to be
treated as a part of Williams. To have the
strap in his hand was almost as good as
wearing breeches and gaiters. He strolled
back to the inn, slapping it against his leg.